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muskets of its occupants could not be
depressed at a very acute angle. He now
left his two men at the foot of the wall
of the house, and himself climbed on to
the roof. Throwing himself flat on his
stomach, he crawled up to the low par-
tition-wall beyond which lay Captain
Sanford's body. As he vaulted over
this and again threw himself flat, a
volley was fired, but missed him. His
surmise proved to have been correct.
While he lay prone the muskets of the
rebels could not be depressed so as to
hit him: so he crept up to the body,
and, dragging it with him, reached the
low wall. Exerting all his strength, he
hoisted it over, and fell with it on the
other side, escaping unscathed from the
hurried fusillade which pursued him.
In a few seconds he was once more in
safety with his sacred burden. Then
ensued a smart little fight. The village
was stormed, and every one of the rebels
in it was killed The young hero whose
story I have told was recommended by
Sir Hope Grant for the Victoria Cross,